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became noticeable, as if something was
burning in the neighbourhood. At first we
failed to locate it, but later we learned
where it came from: the rapidly advancing
Germans or the retreating French army had
fired a town not thirty miles away. The
deadly smell of war invaded Paris.
I shall never forget that drive through the
empty streets of Paris at daybreak. Police-
men in twos, occasionally civilians with
armlets and shouldered rifles, stood on guard;
here and there obstacles had been hastily put
up in the streets to meet incoming German
tanks. The smoky smell now hung deep over
all the northern half of the city. A last look
at the Louvre silhouetted nobly against the
rising dawn: that was our farewell to Paris.
We passed near the old house on the bank
of the Seine where I had often been received
by Leon Blum in his study, the high walls
plastered with rows of books and the high
windows looking out on the mellowing mists
of the river. There he would sit, a slim,
imposing figure, his fingers sometimes sliding
through his drooping grey moustache, his eyes
alert, following your thoughts before you had
finished a sentence; underlining his replies
sometimes with a smile and sometimes with
a nervous and delicate gesture, and treating